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To Robin, my wife, who has always encouraged me and helped me through the process of writing and telling a story. Thank You!

To all who touched a young man’s life and taught him the feeling of “home” when in the woods, the love of reading, writing, and how to use imagination to live an adventurous life. Thank You!
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​Introduction
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My journey into becoming a grown man often took me into the neighboring swamp and the peat bog that was at the end of my street. The water was clear. So clear you could see all the way to the bottom, as it was fed from a deep spring. It and everything in it would change when the old man who owned it came with a huge dragline to dig the peat from the sides of the bog.

When he finished mudding up the water, it became clear once more and the animals, songbirds, turtles, fish, and alligators would return.

This is where I first learned how to use my imagination to leave the noise of the day behind and search my inner self, imagining what I wanted to become in the future.
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​Tribes
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Each tribe needs leaders. Plural! They need connectors to bring outsiders in and the insiders together for a common outcome. The need to share vision, values, morals, resources, and disciplines creates a Tribe.

D.W.P.
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​Leadership
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Leadership isn’t just a word: it is the action of daily living. We must lead ourselves first, others will follow.

D.W.P.
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​Success Requires
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The ability to be action oriented.

To be results focused.

To be accountable for decisions made.

To have a clear, specific, compelling, opportunity that provides tangible results.


D.W.P.
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​Cast of Characters
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D.W. Patton—Married to Robin. Married 30 years. Retired National Forest Service.

Robin Patton—Married to DW. Daughter who has a daughter, lost son to leukemia.

Butch—Malinois breed. Retired police dog.

Tommy Barnes—Gator Tribe. Retired Investigator for the FBI. Wife Janie, two sons: Matthew & Luke.

Janie Barnes—Died of cancer

Gerald Sampson—FBI supervisor to Tommy

Carol Yancy—Girl that vanished many years ago from Alexander Springs recreation area near Ocala.

Beth Olympia—Girl that vanished many years ago from Alexander springs recreation area near Ocala.

Holata (Gator) Jones—Native Seminole, had been on the original search party and still had saved paperwork.

Martha—Gator Tribe. Nurse, married to Joey.

Joey—Gator Tribe. Mortician, married to Martha.

Billy—Gator Tribe. Married to Jasmine. Mechanic &

Surveillance Company owner.

Jasmine—Gator Tribe. Married to Billy. Owns a flower shop.

Wesley Mathis Donohue—Sheriff

Jedidiah Elias Donohue—Son of the Sheriff

Dubb Malone—Owner of Dubb’s Tavern

Willy Jorden—Death row Inmate

John Landon Donohue - Inmate that gave Willy the information on the abductions and the two names of his helpers. Also, a cousin of Sheriff Donohue.

Wyatt Hunter—Warden at the prison

Walter Mathy—Retired law enforcement (died of cancer).

Angie Hicks—FBI Lab Technician

Tanner Parks—Micanopy store owner

Callie—Cadaver dog

Dennis Far—Team Leader 1

Dallas Beaumont—Team Leader 2
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​Chapter One
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DAY 1

Fishing! That’s what everyone calls it. I don’t know why. I wish it was called catching and I was catching something I could take home to eat or at least show for the time spent, he mumbled to himself.

DW had gotten into a bad habit of mumbling to himself since becoming retired. This is never a good sign.

He was up early, before sunrise or his wife, Robin, had stirred from her sound sleep. They were used to living in the woods with no road noise or neighbors banging around so they slept longer.

DW’s morning started with making his first cup of coffee. Next, he loaded up the old green 10-foot canoe. When he found it on the side of the road leading away from the local boat ramp, there had been a hole in the bottom and it was an ugly faded rust color.

He had spent the better part of a whole year fixing the hole with a fiberglass patch, sanding, repainting, and outfitting it for fishing. It turned out to be perfect to paddle and fish from for one person.

Loading the canoe on his old Jeep Wrangler was the hard part. It seemed to DW that things were getting heavier as the years flew by. Strapping it down to the roll cage was easy.

Two ratchet straps over the canoe and one from the bow to the front bumper and he was ready to go.

The Jeep was over twenty years old. It had some rust spots around the bottom of the windshield and needed some fresh paint, but DW liked it just the way it was. It looked old and drove like a dump truck with no shocks.

With the canoe loaded, his fishing stuff and another cup of coffee, DW was ready for the short drive to the Suwannee River boat launch. He realized a while back that the drive to the ramp took about as long as his cup of coffee took to drink.

Getting the canoe off the Jeep was getting harder every year. Maybe it was time to buy that trailer he had talked to Robin about so often.

Once he had the canoe unloaded and carried down the ramp to the water’s edge, he carefully loaded the canoe with his fishing gear, life jacket, his favorite paddle, and the waterproof bag that held his phone, keys, and a trail bar.

The fish weren’t biting so after four hours on the water and only one stump knocker (small fish) to show for his efforts, he began to paddle back to the boat launch.

Feeling a little out of it and thinking to himself, so, this is what retirement is all about reminded him of that song, “If That’s All There Is” by Peggy Lee.

He missed the excitement of traveling, instructing, and working with positive people. He missed the camaraderie of working with a team.

On the way back to the canoe launch he spotted a blue heron standing stock still on a pilon. DW reached for his one and only fish and threw it to the heron. The heron responded with a squawk, speared the little fish, and took flight.

Beaching the canoe and climbing out of it required a cautious step. Unloading the canoe of its contents and preparing to lift it up over his head he groaned at the thought that it was the only way to get it on the jeep’s roll bars.

He was just maneuvering the canoe on top of the roll bars when the silence was shattered by the clatter of a truck that had been lifted and had little to no muffler. The noise shattering the quiet, he again thought to himself that there was always a young person around that liked to disturb his peace and quiet.

Smiling to himself, DW was reminded of his younger days and the loud mufflers he had on his own first car. It was a 1953 Chevy, ugly mustard yellow with fender skirts, four doors, and the tallest whip antenna around. Small town cool they called it.

After tying down the canoe on the Jeep, he climbed into his well-worn seat for the drive back to the cabin.

Last night’s rain had turned the dirt road that led to DW’s cabin into a washboard, full of ruts and mud puddles.

He made a mental note to get it smoothed out using the box blade on
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